The George Sand-*

Little Aurore is as pretty as anything and does a thousand
gracious tricks. My daughter Lina is always my real daugh-
ter. The other is well and is beautiful, that is all that I ask
of her.

I am working again; but I am not strong. I am paying
for my energy and activity in Paris. That does not make any
difference, I am not angry against life, I love you with all
my heart. I see, when I am gloomy, your kind face, and I
feel the radiant power of your goodness. You are a charm in
the Indian summer of my sweet and pure friendships, without
egoisms, and without deceptions in consequence.

Think of me sometimes, work well and call me when you are
ready to loaf. If you are not ready, never mind. If your heart
told you to come here, there would be feasting and joy in the
family. I saw Sainte-Beuve, I am content and proud of him.

Good night, friend of my heart. I embrace you as well as
your mother.

G. Sand

LXIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT PAKIS

Nohant, 6 August, 1867

When I see how hard my old friend has to work in order to
write a novel, it discourages my facility, and I tell myself that
I write botched literature. I have finished Cadio; it has been
in Buloz' hands a long time. I am writing another thing,1 but
I don't see it yet very clearly; what can one do 'without sun
and without heat? I ought to be in Paris now, to see the
Exposition again at my leisure, and to take your mother to
walk with you; but I really must work, since I have only that
to live on. And then the children; that Aurore is a wonder.
You really must see her, perhaps I shall not see her long, I

1 Mademoiselle Merquem.
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